THE    MEMOIRS    OF    RALPH    RASHLEIGH
In the morning, declining to wait for the breakfast which
Marshall hospitably offered, he took his leave of the people
who had given him the only really happy day since he had
come to Australia, promising to call and see them if ever he
could get leave from the unknown master to whom he had
been assigned. Before he was out of sight of the comely
homestead, he paused and looked long upon its typical
English beauty, and went on his way a prey to the torment
of the might-have-been.